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Summary 


A nine-year-old Zero Two is finally told by her uncle and aunt of what happened to her 
mother. How will she react to what she is told? 


Notes 


Before going into this story, there are 3 things you need to know: 


1) Suicide is discussed throughout this fanfic, so if this subject matter upsets you, please 
don’t read it. 


2) This story, as implied by the summary, is a prequel to A Hole in the Heart. If you have not 
read that story — especially Zero Two’s reimagined backstory in Chapter 7: Memory and the 
notes on said chapter — then things won’t make sense here. 


3) The (original) character of Ikumi is referred to as being an “unofficial” aunt to Zero Two 
because she and the (original) character Tomi were yet to marry each other at this point in 
time in my AU. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


It was Friday and the school week had ended. Nine-year-old Hana—or Zero Two as she 
preferred—returned home with Ikumi, who had collected her that day. Zero Two lived with 
Ikumi and her partner Tomi, who was the young girl’s biological uncle. As with any day 
when she had been collected from school, she was assisted by her carer when completing 
homework at the living room table before she made her way to her bedroom to entertain 
herself. Zero Two rarely played with toys, instead preferring that she drew or painted to show 
her creativity. 


An hour after they had arrived home, Tomi returned from his work and assisted Ikumi with 
preparing and cooking that night’s dinner. An hour and a half later, the food was served and 
they were all seated at the living room table, discussing the days they had experienced and 
comparing them to one another over their meals. 


“So, you’ve got that interview with the principal of APE coming up, haven’t you?” Tomi 
asked Ikumi, briefly adjusting his small glasses. “That’ll certainly be something for the 
papers.” 


“Undoubtedly,” Ikumi nodded. She was a journalist while he was a lawyer. “Asaka seems a 
very nice guy from what has already been said about him in the press. He speaks very highly 
of his wife and son, let alone APE itself. I wonder if the son will ever study there when he is 
older.” 


“Doubt it,” Tomi guessed. “He’d probably want him to go to Franxx or somewhere else in 
case it’s a distraction to their studies.” 


“Makes sense.” 


“I still don’t get why Dad and him fell out. At least Werner is still friends with them both 
despite how they won’t see eye to eye with each other.” 


Tomi then glanced at Zero Two, who was eating her food—spaghetti bolognaise, just like her 
carers—but with her hands. He grabbed her fork and presented it to her. 


“Manners,” he simply told her. She rolled her eyes and took the utensil, continuing with her 
eating. “So, what about your day? Did you do anything nice?” 


“Not really,” she shrugged. Despite her age, she was rather distant and cold. 


“Surely there was something that caught your fancy.” Ikumi tried to encourage her. “Maybe 
you drew something there? You’re always doing that here at home.” 


“I did some drawing by myself while everyone did something else.” 
“What was ‘something else’?” Tomi also tried to encourage her to engage in conversation. 


“Cards.” It was a one-word response, but was soon followed up. “Everyone else in the class 
got to make Mother’s Day cards for Sunday, but I was allowed to do whatever drawing I 
wanted since mine is dead and I don’t have one.” 


She proceeded to eat more of her spaghetti, a silence in the room as she did so. Neither Tomi 
or Ikumi ate, simply watching her as they thought about her words. It was indeed sad she did 
not have a mother, and while she did appear to have angst, there was not a tear in sight. 


“Hey, Uncle Tomi.” She looked up at him. “Mum was your sister, right?” 
“Yes, she was,” he nodded back. “Why are you asking?” 


“Tve been thinking about her today since I hardly remember her.” There was a small pause. 
“What did she die of?” 


Ikumi decided to eat more of the spaghetti on her plate, but almost choked when she heard 
what Zero Two’s question was. She took a quick drink from her cup of water and caught her 
breath. Both she and Tomi were speechless and did not know how to respond to the change in 
atmosphere. 


“All I remember is being in a forest and some boy finding me.” She was trying to piece 
together her past. “Was my mother in that forest? Did she die there?” 


“Look, sweetie...” Tomi was anxious. “This isn’t appropriate dinnertime conversation.” 
“Could you tell me after dinner?” 


“You see, uh...” He glanced at Ikumi, who too looked worried. “You'll learn when you’ re 
older.” 


“How much older?” 


“L-let-let’s just have dinner,” her aunt quickly replied in a stutter, trying to change the 
subject. “That is why we’re all at this table with food on our plates.” 


With that, the subject did indeed change. 


After dinner, Tomi made sure the bath was ready for Zero Two and left her to clean herself. 
He returned to the kitchen to speak to Ikumi, where they definitely knew they were going to 
possess the privacy they needed for their conversation. Being an uncle and unofficial aunt to 
a niece was one thing, but being a young uncle and unofficial aunt was a whole different 
problem; Tomi was twenty-three while Ikumi was twenty-two. As they spoke to one another, 
their voices were low. 


“She’s actually asked us about it.” Tomi seemed mortified. “She genuinely had the realisation 
that she never considered how Keiko died.” 


“Well, it was a matter of time,” Ikumi pointed out. “For a girl who we had issues raising for 
the last four years due to her near-feral nature, she’s developed mentally very well.” 


“We still do have issues with her,” the uncle rightfully noted. “All those playground fights, 
pranks and other things we get dragged into the school for because of her. Now she’s 
insensitively talking about death.” 


“I never saw it that way.” Ikumi was surprised by his words, her own surprising him in 
return. 


“You're joking, right?” 
“Don’t you have some psychoanalytical knowledge?” 
“Well yes, but—” 


“Think about all that stuff that Austrian guy said about a child and their mother. It would 
make sense for Hana to want to be with Keiko, especially since she hardly knew her. Plus... I 
think she’s ready to know.” 


“No.” Tomi shook his head. “Ikumi, she’s nine. It was awkward enough explaining where life 
comes from. The last thing we want is her thinking the times she gets angry are a sign she is 
wanting to kill herself.” 


“She fully understands death. She knows what it means, let alone what cremation is. Plus, 
we’re always here for her. We’re always encouraging her to talk to us.” 


“Yeah, and she doesn’t listen. It’s the same thing day-in, day-out.” 
Ikumi rolled her eyes. 


“Look, while you were upstairs...” She moved her laptop closer from where it was on the 
worksurface to where they were standing. “I started doing some research.” She presented the 
device to him. 


“How to Explain a Family Member s Suicide to a Child: A Safe and Effective Guide’ .” He 
read the article’s name aloud. “Okay, so how ‘safe’ and ‘effective’ is this?” 
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“It was published on a scholarly website and the comments on the webpage are all positive.’ 
“How do we know that? They could be sarcastic reviews for all we know.” 


“Tomi.” Instead of showing her frustration, Ikumi decided to hold his hands as she looked at 
him. “Hana is too smart. It may be rare that she does get properly upset, but she always 
comes to us. She will be fine if we use this guide.” She leaned closer to him. “Believe me... 
she deserves to know and I think she is mature enough to understand.” 


Tomi looked at her and then glanced at the laptop. He thought through all the details in their 
conversation and reached an ultimatum. 


“Hana!” 
It was close to midday on that Saturday, and Tomi called for his niece to make her way 


downstairs from her bedroom. In a quarter of a minute, she navigated her way into the 
kitchen, where her uncle and his partner were present. 


“We’re about to make lunch,” Ikumi gently told her. “We thought it’d be nice if we all made 
it together.” 


Zero Two remained quiet, only staring up at her carers with almost no expression. 


“What are we going to have?” she finally asked. That is when Tomi presented the air-sealed 
orange packet to her. 


“We thought we’d make a pizza together.” He then pointed to the worktop, where a tube of 
tomato puree and a block of cheese in a red packet were present. “In this packet is the powder 
to make the bread. We thought it’d be better to make the bread ourselves.” 


Zero Two just stared at the packet, along with the food on the worktop and her eager carers. 
“Okay,” she shrugged. 


Ikumi removed a large bowl from one of the cupboards and placed it on the worktop. Tomi 
opened the packet and poured the powder into the bowl while the kettle boiled. They all 
washed their hands in advance of the task ahead, and once the water had boiled, Tomi poured 
a small amount into the bowl and added some cold water from the sink’s tap. Zero Two 
started to mix it with her hands. 


“Do you remember our conversation from last night?” Tomi quietly asked her. She briefly 
stopped mixing the bowl’s contents to look at him. 


“Ts this about Mum?” 

He nodded to reply. 

“We think it’s time we told you.” 

“But didn’t you say you wanted me to be older?” 


“Well...” Ikumi hesitated slightly. “We had a talk last night and both decided you deserve to 
know. You’re old enough to understand anyway.” 


“Okay.” Zero Two continued mixing the powder and the water. “So, what happened to her?” 
“God, this is painful,” Tomi thought to himself. “Come on Tomi, you can do this.” 


He looked into the bowl and saw that the dough had been fully made. He pulled a small bag 
of flour out of one of the cupboards and sprinkled it onto the worksurface as Ikumi found the 
rolling pin. He then lifted the large wad of dough onto the worksurface and gently dropped it 
onto the large floury space. 


“You know how people become ill?” he began. 
“Yeah,” Zero Two nodded. 


“Well, there are some very serious illnesses out there.” 


“Like cancer?” 
He nodded back to her. 


“But... some illnesses are not physically in the body. Sometimes, they are in the head.” He 
gently poked a finger against her forehead to illustrate his point. “And it’s what the brain 
does that can make us ill.” 


“Some people can get really sad and upset.” Ikumi continued what he had to say. “But this 
sadness is more than just a simple case of ‘I tripped and hurt my knee’ or ‘they called me 
something nasty’. People who are constantly upset have what is called depression.” 


“Did Mum die because she was sad?” 


It took all of Tomi’s mental strength to prevent himself from emotionally breaking. He 
distracted himself by sprinkling some of the flour on the dough and the rolling pin before he 
started rolling it and frequently moving the dough itself around. 


“Yes.” He finally decided to speak. “You see... she was what’d call bipolar. There were times 
when she felt happy, and there were times when she felt sad. However... these times were 
different to when you, me, and Ikumi might’ve felt happy or sad. Her feelings — her emotions 
— could feel stronger to her than normal. She was so upset, she felt as though she didn’t want 
to live anymore.” 


“So she killed herself?” 


Both Tomi and Ikumi looked alarmed at Zero Two. They were shocked by her deduction and 
briefly glanced at each other. They knew she was intelligent, but not to the degree she 
demonstrated. Without speaking, they chose what to tell her. 


“Yes,” Tomi spoke, almost in a whisper. “That’s exactly what she did.” 
“What must’ve made her so sad?” 


Tomi covered his mouth with his hand. If anything in the article stuck out to him most, it was 
to compose himself when discussing the issue. 


“We don’t really know,” he quietly replied. 
“How did she kill herself?” 


“Sweetie, no.” Ikumi rested her hands on the child’s shoulders. She was still calm. “It doesn’t 
matter how she did it. What’s important is that you know she did it.” 


“But couldn’t any doctors fix her?” the child innocently asked. Ikumi gently shook her head. 


“There was nothing they could do. They can do what they can, but sometimes, even they 
can’t help fix a problem if it’s really bad.” 


Zero Two just stared back and forth at Tomi and Ikumi. She had no idea what to say. Not a 
tear was in sight. 


“How do you feel?” Tomi asked her. He was dreading her response. 
“I-I don’t know.” Her response was almost plain and dull. 


“Do you think you’re surprised?” Ikumi asked her, receiving a nod in response after a short 
pause. “That’s okay. That’s perfectly fine.” 


“But...” The girl was slightly nervous. “What if I ever feel so sad, I want to kill myself? 
What if I become like her?” 


Tomi sharply turned himself away, trying his best not to cry. He did not want to show how 
upset he was to his niece in case it gave the impression he was not in control and he upset 
her. 


“The important thing is you seek help,” Ikumi told her. “Whenever you’re upset, you always 
come to me or Tomi. Keep doing that, no matter how sad you are. And not just us. Talk to 
your teachers or classmates. Talking to someone will always make you feel better.” 


“Then why didn’t Mum feel better?” 
Ikumi paused, trying to think of a response. 


“The thing is... depression and other illnesses in the mind won’t go away like a cold or 
tummy bug,” she began. “It’s a constant problem, just like how a person who has to live with 
missing an arm or leg. There’s nothing you can do about it, but you can manage it. 
Sometimes your mum was just sad, other times she was really, really sad.” 


“Did she ever talk?” 


“Often,” Tomi finally spoke up, but never faced his niece. “But we don’t know why she 
became sadder that one time.” 


He coughed into his elbow and turned around. 


“Right.” Zero Two could see his eyes were a little red, but fortunately he had not been able to 
shed a single tear for her to see. “Let’s finish making this pizza.” 


The trio finished making their lunch and ate it, their behaviour giving the impression that 
there was never a tense conversation to begin with. Zero Two behaved the same as she did 
that morning before she learned the truth about her mother’s fate, which concerned both Tomi 
and Ikumi. 


A few hours after they had their pizza, Ikumi decided she would leave the house and go to the 
local shops to buy any essential items they needed, leaving Tomi at home with his niece. She 
stayed in her room most of that afternoon, sketching in her sketchbooks or painting over 
whatever she had drawn out on a piece of paper, while Tomi was tending to any work in the 


back garden. He spent most of this time digging up weeds and watering any of the flowers 
and vegetables that were either in the garden itself or the greenhouse at the end of the garden 
in the corner. 


Despite the conversation he had just had with Zero Two, he still had his doubts about how 
she understood the topic. As Ikumi noted, she fully understood the concept of death, but 
suicide and depression was something else entirely. 


As he continued pulling up the weeds from the flower bed, he heard the backdoor open. 
Immediately, he knew it was Zero Two and she was slowly approaching where he was 
kneeling on the grass. He never looked at her, focusing on the weeds and how he was 
yanking them out of the soil. 


“Un... Uncle Tomi.” 


He could hear her snivelling. She was clearly upset and in tears. He expected she would 
likely become upset, and now was that time. 


“Did... did Mum die because of something I did?” 


Tomi’s heart sank. He never took on board the fact she could blame herself for what had 
happened. He slowly faced his niece, dreading to see how upset she was. 


“Did I make her depressed? You and Aunt Ikumi hate me and get so mad when I get in 
trouble at school and at home.” She then completely broke on the next sentence she tried to 
speak, sobbing as the words escaped. “Did she kill herself because I upset her and made her 
hate me?” 


“Sweetie, no!” He gently pulled her closer and hugged her. His voice was low as he spoke 
calmly. Something he absolutely hated to see was her in such a saddened state. “Ikumi and I 
never hate you when you’re in trouble. We’re only disappointed. That means we’re only 
unhappy because you didn’t do something good and know you could do better. We love you 
so much.” 


He briefly pulled her away to wipe a tear away from her face. He held her head in his hands 
as he spoke to her. 


“It was never your fault she died. She was depressed years before you were even born.” 


“Then why was I found in that forest?” Her voice was quiet, tears rolling down her face as 
she spoke in a croak. “Did she leave me there?” 


Tomi chose his words carefully. There was only so much he could tell a nine-year-old about 
death, let alone the truth about what had happened to their mother. 


“She did.” He decided to speak the truth. “But she never hated you. You know how people 
act differently when they drink too much of the drinks adults have?” 


“Like beer and wine?” Zero Two quietly asked him. He nodded back to her. 


“Sometimes, when a person is so angry or upset, they don’t know what they’re doing. Your 
mother was often so sad, she didn’t believe some of the things she said and did after they 
happened.” 


“Tm like that a lot,” the child noticed. “But I’m often angry.” 
“Well... your mother was so upset, she never thought it was terrible that she left you there.” 
“Did she kill herself because she did that?” 


Tomi could not answer her question. Even if he did know the answer, it was still not safe to 
tell her. 


“We... we don’t know.” He continued looking into her teary eyes. “But what we all do know 
is she adored you. She really did.” 


An idea came to his mind. despite his sombre and serious mood, there was enthusiasm 
towards his idea on what to do next. 


“Look...” He stood up and held her hand. “Come with me. I want to show you something.” 
He was about to start walking when she let go of his hand. 

“No.” She shook her head. She suddenly seemed sadder, almost scared. 

“Hana, you’re not in trouble,” he gently told her. “You’re not in trouble in the sli—” 

He then realised why she was so timid. He continued speaking to her in his previous tone. 


“There’s nothing wrong with being upset. Just because you’re sad doesn’t automatically 
mean you want to kill yourself. Do you remember what Ikumi said to you earlier?” 


“I-I should talk to someone,” she whimpered quietly. 


“Yes,” he nodded. “I know how it feels to talk about something that really upsets you, but as 
long as you are with someone, you will feel better afterwards. You did very well by talking to 
me right now despite how sad it would make you and I’m proud of you for doing that.” He 
held her hands. “You might not feel happier straight away, but as long as someone is there to 
listen and talk to you, things will get better. When I show you what it is I want to show you, I 
promise I’ll cuddle you if you feel sad, okay?” 


Zero Two only nodded back. 
“Okay. Come with me.” 


She held his hand as he led her all the way up to the bedroom he shared with Ikumi. Zero 
Two was told to sit on the side of his bed while he opened a cupboard that was inside the 
fairly spacious yellow room. Inside the cupboard were what appeared to be large books, one 
of which he pulled out and carried with him to the bed. He sat beside his niece and opened 
the large book, revealing it was an album of photographs. 


“This is a photo album that used to belong to your mother,” Tomi told her. “When she died, 
they were given to me to show to you one day.” 


He turned the inside cover over, revealing the first set of photos with handwriting along the 
side that specified dates and other brief pieces of information. Immediately, Zero Two 
recognised the picture of a young woman whose hair was slightly scraggy and grey in places. 
She was lying in a bed. 


“That’s Mum, isn’t it?” 

“Tt is,” she was told. “And who’s that being cradled by her?” 
The small infant in her arms possessed pale skin and pink hair. 
“That’s me.” 


“This is the day you were born. The camera belonged to your mum, but do you know who 
took that photo?” 


She shook her head. 

“It was your grandma, her mother.” 
“And your mother too?” 

He nodded. 


“She didn’t want to be alone, so Grandma was there when you were born. You were perfectly 
healthy and weighed a good amount.” 


“Is Mum crying?” Zero Two pointed to the picture. “She looks sad.” 


“She was crying,” Tomi told her. “But they were happy tears. Sometimes we cry because 
we’re happy, and she was very happy to finally see you.” 


He proceeded to show her more pictures of the day and the days that followed her birth. In all 
of them, Keiko smiled. Whether Zero Two was with her or not, she smiled rather cheerfully. 
The girl in question was in awe at the photographs, her own tears almost being on hold as she 
marvelled at how happy her own parent was to have her. 


“This is your first birthday.” 


The location in the photo was her old home, where she used to live with Keiko. They were in 
the garden, where the infant Zero Two was sitting on a blanket laid out on the grass. Nearby 
was her mother, as well as a face she knew too well. 


“That’s you,” she pointed to the younger Tomi in the picture. 


“Tt certainly is.” He gave a small smile. “Now, let me show you something else here.” 


He flicked through a few pages until he reached a set of photos where the year-old Zero Two 
was on her feet. 


“Look at your mother.” He pointed to a picture of Keiko with a large open-mouthed smile, 
her hands reached out at the unassisted Zero Two. “She was so happy to see you were taking 
your first steps.” 


She looked at the photographs, one after the other, of her younger self walking and standing 
without help. He turned over the page to reveal numerous pictures of mother and daughter at 
a park, the most notable moment captured being the young Zero Two seated on a toddler’s 
bucket swing being pushed by Keiko. She appeared to be laughing with joy. 


“She... she really loved me... didn’t she?” 
“She loved every minute she spent with you.” 


Tomi never looked over at his niece, but performed a small double take when he did initially 
glance at her. Her lip was trembling and her tears had returned. She turned to face him with 
her large wet eyes and reddened face. 


“I... I don’t love her anymore!” the child yelled, the tears pouring down her face. “Why did 
she kill herself because she was sad? If she didn’t, our life would be happier!” 


“Hana.” Tomi spoke gently, holding her hands to comfort her as he looked straight at her. 
“It’s okay to be angry. Sometimes, we feel angry and sad at the same time. But Mum didn’t 
want to die. She just thought there was no other way to get over her sadness. There was 
nothing we could do.” He wiped away one of her tears with his thumb. “Our life is happy, 
even after everything that’s happened.” 


“But what if you become like her?” Zero Two almost sounded scared again. “What if you 
become so sad, you’ll want to kill yourself? What if Ikumi does that? What if Dad does that? 
Will you ever leave me?” 


“We’re not like Mum,” he reassured her. ““We’re not bipolar and we’re not depressed. We’d 
never leave you. While there will be a day when we will die, it won’t be because we’ ll be 
killing ourselves. It’s just that we’d have grown old and our bodies have become too tired. By 
then, you won’t need us to help you. You’ll have a family of your own, who’ll be there to 
support you and you can support them, too.” 


“Will that family have that boy who found me?” she quietly asked, trying her best not to 
snivel. 


“Td like to think so,” Tomi told her. “If it wasn’t for him, the joy you brought into our lives 
would never have come back.” 


With no further words, he held her close and she cried over his shoulder. Unbeknownst to 
Zero Two, Tomi also shed tears, as he also had to grieve, even long after he lost his sister. As 
he said, their life was indeed happy, even after the events that had previously transpired, and 
he truly cared for his niece despite the trouble she could cause. 


The next day, in the middle of the morning, Tomi and Ikumi took Zero Two for a long walk. 
She recognised the route from where they lived and knew exactly where they were taking her. 
Their destination ended up being one of the many parks in Cerasus, but this one was familiar 
to all of them; for Zero Two, however, the connection was still unknown. 


“Why do you always take us to Hringhorni Park this time of year?” the niece asked her 
carers. 


“Hana.” Ikumi looked down at the girl. “What day is it today?” 
“Sunday.” 

“That’s true,” Tomi noted, “but what else is it?” 

The child thought for a second before making a realisation. 
“Mother’s Day.” 

“Correct,” he replied. “When else do we come here?” 
“Christmas and when Mum would’ve had her birthday.” 
She then made the connection. 

“Did Mum like to come here?” 

Tomi nodded back. 

“Do you remember what type of funeral we said she had?” 
“Cremation?” 

He nodded again. 


“Ten days after she was cremated, we scattered her ashes here. We knew it was something 
she would have wanted.” 


Still holding the hands of her carers, Zero Two was led through the large and open grassy 
field towards the outdoor play area. She had been there many times before, but only then did 
she recognise it again; the bucket swing for toddlers were exactly the same as the ones in the 
picture of herself and her mother. She could see why the ashes had been scattered at that park, 
as that was when her mother seemed to be at her happiest. With her. 


She truly was loved. 


End Notes 


Well, this was a tearjerker. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t cry writing it. 


To help write this fanfic, I actually did some research on how to tell a child of a person’s 
suicide. For Tomi and Ikumi to be cooking with Zero Two as they told her was one of the 
things I picked up upon, as I read you could be carrying out a task as you spoke about the 
subject. 


After I wrote the original draft, I came across the story Luna’s Red Hat, and watched a 
reading of it on YouTube. It’s a brilliant book that handles the subject matter very well, and 
even influenced the redraft of this fanfic (mainly the part where Tomi tells Zero Two it’s okay 
to be angry). 


I went into this trying to be as sensitive as possible, so please tell me if I succeeded in doing 
so. However, I do feel as though this qualifies as glurge, but I'll wait to see what you have to 
say about this fanfic. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


